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New Poets 

space. And no brief extract can give the brazen clang of the 
refrain which he uses in certain sections of the poem. There- 
fore I apologize for quoting the following passage as a mere 
first hint of the poet's music and argument. 

Are there no signs, then? — only hope unseen, obscure? 
Our spirits fail I Give us a sign — give us a sign. 

Take heart, take heart, my brother 1 

Oh, sometimes I think that there are nothing but signs 1 

Signs in the sky ! Signs in the stirring sea ! Signs running along 

the ground like fire ! 
Signs in the swaying parliaments 1 Signs in the trembling courts I 

Signs in the stifled press 1 Signs in the sundering schools 1 
Signs in disintegrating governments 1 Signs in ancient authorities 

fiercely defied ! 
Signs in alarmed society! Signs in quick-arming wealth! — in 

quicklier-arming poverty ! 
Signs in the life, the heart, the spirit of the average man ! 
Nothing but signs, I say ! Nothing but signs ! 
And they are signs of war. 

H.M. 

A Little Book of Local Verse, by Howard Mumford Jones. 

La Crosse, Wis. 

Here is a promising first book — a tiny pamphlet, pri- 
vately printed — by a young poet who is still a college student. 
It was read with interest recently in the Poetry office by a 
poet a few years older and much better known, who made 
the following notations: 

Worth notice — somewhat too full of adjectives in spots, 
also somewhat too much like Carman's Songs from Vagabondia. 
The best are the last poem — You who have read this book, Old 
Men, A Red Leaf, Anent the Street-cars, and Railway Sketches. 
These show fancy — a rare quality. From Trempealeau has 
gleams of imagination, and the walking songs are good. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

With this verdict I agree in the main. There is an excel- 
lent simplicity in Mr. Jones' style, and honesty in his themes. 
And he does not stop with the surface — he sees through. Be- 
sides the poems mentioned above, I like this one, The Movies.: 

They sit like shadows in the playhouse dim 

Through half an hour's film of smiles and tears. 

They watch life like a shadow flow, 

That cannot speak, but only walks and feels. 

One thing they do not know : 

Within the darkened playhouse of the years, 

Themselves like moving pictures come and go 

Upon the film of Time in seven reels — 

For entertainment of the seraphim. 

H.M. 

CORRESPONDENCE 

I 

Dear Editor: I want to submit the following poem, 
which I think should be interesting and educative — especially 
to our friends the imagists, the polyrhythmists and other 
vers-libertines. It is not only, to my mind, an excellent piece 
of grotesque imagism, but a remarkable experiment in color 
and strange cadences. The poem follows: 

TIOTIO, TIOTIO, TIOTINX. 

An enchanted nightingale sits on a red coral bough 

In the silent sea, 

Singing a song of the loves of my ancestors. 

Pearls peer curiously from their shells, 

Strange water-flowers shiver with emotion, 

Wise sea-snails, with iridescent Chinese towers on their backs, 

Crawl out to listen. 

Sea-roses blush with a pink confusion ; 
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